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Summary: It had been waiting for a long, long time. 
Now...you may show your worth. 


*Chapter 1*: The Shadow 


Author's Note: This one was another "whip it out in a 
couple of hours after the Bolt of Inspiration strikes" 
piece, just as my previous submission was; however, 
I have made sure to take this one through a more 
stringent editing process. 


In short, | worked a little harder on this one than I 
did on "Be Not". Thanks to Lumino for taking a look 
at it. :) 


As you can see, despite how much I despised my high 
school psychology class, I love getting in the heads 
of the weird, forgotten characters. 


And now...enjoy. 


The Shadow 


The Shadow waited in a pool light, seeing only darkness. 
What else could it see? There had been no one to wield the 
true Light since the Sealing so very long ago, and so The 
Shadow sat in darkness. A darkness of inferior luminance, a 
darkness created by pale imitations of The Light, the great 
power that the Last Stone had decreed be locked away fora 
hero of the future, the one who would undo the Sealing. 


But as it felt the eons lumber by, The Shadow had 
determined that the Last Stone must have been wrong for 
the first time; no hero had come to this timeless abyss. They 
were still in false light, and The Light and The Shadow were 
alone together. 


Then...one day... 
Rustle. 
Rustle. Rustle. Clink. 


There was no speech, yet The Shadow recognized the sound 

of a human in armor: someone had come. And, as the sound 

drew closer, it became clear that it was one who wielded the 
power of Anemos, the power that had sealed the truth of The 
Light and which was to release its glory again. 


The hero had finally, finally arrived. 


And yet, as the sounds drew closer, the lesser lights 
revealed not one, but eight plain, unimpressive men and 
women, none speaking as one of them—a slight thing, 
bright of hair but as simple of garb as the others— 
concentrated with arms raised, obviously wielding the power 
of Anemos alone. 


This...was not as the Last Stone had described it. Yet The 
Shadow knew its duty. As one of the men stepped up to the 
tablet that contained the dormant Light, The Shadow drew 
itself into form, drawing all of its power into a single point 
before manifesting the fearsome visage it had developed 
since the Sealing, designed to be a worthy foe to the hero 
who would come...hero, heroes, the number was no matter, 
for The Shadow had been given the words to speak and a 
task to complete, and spoke the former to the surprised 
challengers as its power coalesced: 


"lam The Shadow, the keeper of light. If you wish to wield 
the sun's power...show me your own." 


As the challengers reacted, The Shadow watched them, its 
very essence exulting, for it suddenly knew—knew—that the 


time had finally arrived. 


Dullahan—The Shadow, Keeper of Light, and bearer of a 
dozen other titles long forgotten during the sleep of Iris, The 
Light—stepped forth to meet its liberators in combat. 


